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THE  TRAVELLER'S  PRAYER 

Let  me  go  where  the  sun  swings  far  to  the  west 
Is  pillowed  in  gold  as  it  sinks  down  to  rest; 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  in  flame's  dancing  light, 
May  I  watch  the  day  draw  the  shutters  of  night. 

May  I  feel  refreshed  to  travel  far  north, 
Where  a  midnight  sun  from  horizon  shines  forth; 
And  see  the  flowers  awaiting  me 
By  glimmering  water  and  each  stunted  tree. 

Let  me  see  beauty  of  foaming  streams, 
And  glaciers  showing  their  icy  gleams; 
And  trees  so  green  sing  their  sweet  songs, 
That  act  as  a  lullaby  far  from  the  throngs. 

The  natives  by  Great  Lakes  have  you,  Manitou, 
And  this  is  wild  country,  so  you  are  here  too. 
Open  travellers  eyes  the  beauty  to  see, 
Give  joy  to  all,  and  that  will  help  me. 
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AMBITION'S  DIVIDENDS 

How  high  is  ambition,  how  high  is  our  sky? 
Do  they  end  in  the  air  where  mountain-tops  lie? 
Do  they  soar  to  the  stars  that  brighten  our  night, 
Or  rest  in  catacomb-caves  without  light? 

There  are  courses  to  steer  where  reward  is  assured 
Plans  to  follow  while  our  work  is  the  steward. 
If  we  fan  ambition  and  common  sense  use, 
We'll  climb  very  high  and  with  power  fuse. 

As  we  live  out  our  time,  if  we  get  any  place, 
It  will  be  by  close  study  and  working  apace. 
When  old  age  then  calls  and  we  slow  down  to  rest, 
Worries  gnaw  not  as  with  substance  we're  blest. 

We  can  help  the  needy,  give  youths  a  good  start, 
So  they  can  be  happy,  from  their  need  depart. 
Wealth  that  is  used  in  a  helping-hand  role, 
Is  like  fire  reflected,  giving  wealth  to  the  soul. 


THE  BREEZES 

To  what  can  we  compare  the  breeze, 
That  in  the  fir-clad  hills  does  start? 
'Tis  like  the  words  of  a  woman  true, 
Each  moment  helping  from  the  heart. 

The  winter's  cold  north  wind  that  blows, 
Its  piercing  chill  to  the  bones  imparts; 
Like  a  woman  whose  very  mind  and  soul 
Is  wrapped  alone  in  her  housekeeping  arts. 

The  western  gales  sweep  wildly  down 
Like  blustering  hands,  tear  at  window  and  gate. 
Like  a  woman  who,  though  madly  in  love, 
Lacks  patience  to  win,  in  turn,  love  from  her  mate. 

The  fitful,  rain-drenched,  eastern  gale, 
Whose  whining  moans  make  sad  all  hearts; 
Like  a  mournful  woman,  Calamity  Jane, 
Looks  for  omens  and  signs  before  she  starts. 

The  arid  winds  from  hot  deserts  blow, 
Their  parched  winds  making  stiff  the  face; 
Like  a  self-righteous  woman  who  readily  scorns 
All  who  lack  her  narrow  church  grace. 

The  chinook  that  blows  so  softly  in  spring; 
How  its  warm  breath  makes  the  blood  race! 
Like  a  young  woman  of  untutored  years, 
Whose  heart  on  her  sleeve  you  can  trace. 

The  breeze  that  carries  the  scent  of  pine 
May  carry  acid  smoke  of  wet  wood; 
So  a  jealous  woman  brings  tears  to  the  eye, 
Which  makes  life  unhappy,  not  good. 

Wise  minds  filter  the  breath  of  the  soul 
A  good  woman's  a  prized  gem  of  life; 
For  like  clear  mountain  air  so  refreshing, 
She  brings  freedom  where  she  is  a  wife. 

The  kind  heaven  gave  a  helpmate  to  man, 
And  he  is  a  king  who  has  love  to  impart; 
He  can  have  help  and  a  counsellor  wise, 
And  restfully  bask  in  a  fond  loving  heart. 
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BURNS*  NIGHT  IN  CANADA 

Some  first  saw  the  light  o'  day  beside  a  Hieland  hill, 
Many  in  the  Lowland  glens  and  fens  so  calm  and  still; 
The  Orkneys  and  the  Hebrides,  the  Tyneside  and  the  Clyde, 
And  others  on  the  storm-tossed  briney  raging  far  and  wild. 

For  they  must  honour  Burns  on  this  great  day  of  days, 
Who  wrote  so  many  charming  thoughts  and  gave  us  golden  lays; 
He  showed  the  rich  the  value  of  a  plain  and  simple  life, 
Heartening  many  a  faltering  man,  and  many  a  cheerless  wife. 

Some  also  gathered  there  who  never  trod  on  Scottish  peat, 

All  because  their  ancestors  had  travel's  itchy  feet; 

Or  Scotland's  oats  were  very  dear,  and  labour  very  cheap, 

So  they  came  here  to  this  new  land,  their  bairns  to  better  keep. 

In  Canada  they  built  their  homes,  and  oh  so  hard  they  tried, 
To  keep  their  families  nearer  to  their  ain  hame  fireside; 
Where  many  a  winter  evening  they  sat  and  took  their  turns, 
At  reading  favrite  verses  of  their  ain,  dear  Robbie  Burns. 

So  once  a  year  they  congregate  on  a  winter's  evening  brief, 
Gathered  there  to  honour  their  ain  soul-inspiring  chief; 
Symbolic  is  the  haggis,  'tis  piped  long  and  loudly  in, 
With  deepest  pride  and  reverence,  amid  the  stormy  din. 

Rob  taught  us  vain  pretenses  must  very  quickly  go, 
Like  smoke  before  the  wild  gales  that  o'er  the  heather  blow; 
That  stolen  honour  never  thrives,  nor  fame,  nor  miser's  gold, 
Which  brings  their  owners  deep  remorse,  and  bitter  woes  untold. 

Flinched  gold  will  melt  away,  and  false  honour  fade, 
Leaving  only  ashes,  this  bleak  life  to  degrade; 
While  he  who  helps  his  fellow-man  with  honesty  to  live, 
Will  be  a  monument  of  strength,  and  not  a  paltry  seive. 

True  Scottish  sons  will  honour,  aye,  the  land  that  gave  them  birth, 
And  spread  the  bard's  good  tidings  o'er  all  this  friendly  earth; 
Each  kindly  deed  that  we  have  done  on  life's  path  of  many  turns, 
Will  lustre  add  to  every  Scot,  and  fame  to  Robbie  Burns. 


CAMP  N's  MORNING 

From  my  window  I  see  the  tall  mountain  peaks, 
And  view  where  the  shivery  snow  lies  cold 
As  it  rises  above  the  foot  hills  green, 
Turns  white  like  hair  of  a  man  grown  old. 

The  sun  shines  bright  on  a  late  winter  day 
And  the  mild  Pacific  air  will  soon  warm, 
Like  the  glowing  fire  in  a  trapper's  den, 
Repelling  frost  bringing  spring  day  charm. 

Now  our  life  is  like  the  view  from  up  here, 
We  can  look  and  walk  where  the  sun  is  warm; 
Grouching  and  whining  bring  snow  so  cold, 
While  smiles,  with  words  of  cheer,  bring  charm. 
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A  CHANGE  IS  A  REST 

If  the  mind  grows  dreary  and  days  seem  dull, 
Take  a  holiday  cruise  in  the  business  lull. 
Visit  the  wild  changing  scenes  that  show 
New  beauties  as  round  each  bend  you  go. 

See  the  mountain  tops  that  pierce  the  sky, 
Up  where  few  birds  will  fly  that  high! 
Foothills  may  be  shimmering  in  the  heat, 
But  crests  are  cold,  where  snow  you'll  meet. 

Calm  lakes  reflect  the  sky  and  trees, 

If  the  wind  is  still,  see  inverted  reeds. 

The  rock-walled  lakes  have  a  darker  cast 

Where  white-bottomed  lakes  show  the  clouds  drift  past. 

Stop  on  a  summit  to  see  from  afar, 

Where  the  road  winds  and  turns  by  each  pool  and  bar. 

Follow  the  turns  as  along  it  goes, 

Like  a  lullaby  your  mother  knows. 

The  evergreens  dress  mountains  with  green  cloaks. 
While  from  the  valleys  some  sawmills  smoke. 
The  log-slashed  land  looks  like  a  sore, 
But  the  loggers  keep  slashing  down  more  and  more. 

Around  still  ponds  the  setting  is  green, 
Where  cabins  between  the  trees  are  seen. 
Hungry  fish  take  your  hook  and  fight 
And  over  your  fire  you  may  brown  them  aright. 

The  beauty  of  shaded  hills  and  dales 
Helps  smooth  the  mind  to  meet  life's  gales. 
Your  mind  grows  tranquil  as  a  pond 
As  you  feel  close  by  you  the  Great  Beyond. 
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TO  CRYSTAL  SQUIRE  CREEK 

Hush!   Quietly  let  your  ripples  flow, 

As  your  flood  runs  towards  the  sea; 
For  by  your  banks  in  the  long  ago, 

The  world  held  only  my  love  and  me. 

The  sun  spun  gold  in  her  chestnut  hair; 

Matched  pearls  for  her  teeth  were  set; 
Her  cheeks  pulsed  like  the  flaming  sky 

At  sunrise  when  misty  clouds  are  wet. 

Her  lips  like  carnation  petals  red 

Were  warm  and  soft  as  a  chinook  mist; 
Her  eyes  smiled  up  like  reflected  light 

From  river  pools  the  sun  has  kissed. 

Squire  Creek  flows  from  White  Horse  snows 
And  I  looked  high  with  my  wife  to  be; 

Its  cold  white  peaks  in  the  sky  were  set, 

This  cold  must  have  touched  her,  though  dear  to  me. 

By  Machias'  lane  there's  a  lonely  grave, 

Whence  rises  a  fir-clad  mountain  peak; 
The  higher  you  rise,  the  broader  the  view, 

Like  life,  and  those  who  intolerance  speak. 

We  have  only  today  as  through  life  we  go, 
For  to-morrow  a  cold  stone  may  part; 

But  if  we  are  kind  in  every  way, 

Happy  memories  will  ease  an  aching  heart. 
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DOUBTFUL 

It  may  be  a  strange  belief,  without  a  doubt, 
That  when  in  this  world  before  I  was  a  trout; 
When  paying  taxes,  rates,  I  get  the  chills, 
'Cause  I'm  a  real  good  sucker— to  the  gills. 

I  hear  people  now  who  purr,  and  meow,  and  cry, 
Perhaps  they  have  been  cats  in  days  gone  by. 
They  say,  "Do  feed  your  cats,  don't  lock  them  out, 
Go  easy  with  them  when  they  yowl  and  bout." 
They  understand  a  cat's  life  all  the  way; 
They  must  have  lived  its  life  some  other  day. 

There  are  those  who  yap  'cause  dogs  are  being  kept 
In  a  mangy  way,  or  in  a  damp  house  slept; 
Give  a  ready  ear,  for  they,  in  another  life, 
Were  pups,  I  fear,  or  perhaps  a  greyhound's  wife. 
A  masterful  mate  will  train  them  just  this  way; 
Many  a  man  leads  a  dog's  life  here  today. 

Joe  cries,  "Stop  rodeos,  and  from  them  flee." 
"No  spurs  in  the  girth,"  is  always  Jim's  pet  plea. 
They  ban  sawing  bits,  and  spurs,  and  whips  as  mean; 
In  worlds  before  our  Joe  as  front  was  seen, 
While  Jim  was  the  back  end  of  the  horse.    You  see, 
Each  one  was  half  a  horse,  so  half  a  man  is  he. 

Why  waste  time  fretting  over  dogs  and  cats? 

Look  at  your  belfry,  chase  out  all  the  bats. 

Small  spaces  in  the  cities'  homes  and  lots 

Shelter  those  needing  help,  the  little  tots. 

They  too  will  be  great  men  and  women  some  sweet  day, 

And  you  will  be  a  saint,  where  next  you  stay. 
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THE  DRINKER 

He  boasts  of  his  spending  when  on  a  bender, 
But  sober,  is  as  winter  bark  to  a  tree. 
He  picks  up  old  clothes  and  is  a  real  mender; 
From  grouching,  complaining,  he  never  is  free. 

He'll  spend  not  on  comforts  of  life  e'en  a  penny, 
But  in  rags  and  tatters  freezing  he'll  be; 
The  world  is  all  wrong,  and  his  needs  are  many 
Though  squandering  hundreds  when  out  on  a  spree. 

He  could  send  his  pay  to  a  wife  or  dependant, 
Or  put  out  of  reach  pay  for  future  lean  years; 
But  he  must  act  big,  and  boastfully  must  chant; 
His  cronies  say  "Fool!"  when  he's  broke  or  in  tears. 

I  have  seen  them  do  this,  times  without  number, 
Dependants  in  misery  live  out  the  years. 
Their  minds  are  warped  like  loose  elm  lumber, 
Though  friends  offer  help  and  may  shed  bitter  tears. 
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THE  FAIRY  VISIT 

A  good  little  girl  went  out  to  play 
The  sun  was  hot  that  late  spring  day. 
As  she  sat  by  the  fence  leaning  on  a  rail- 
But  listen,  and  I  will  tell  you  the  tale: 

A  fairy  came,  with  a  gold,  sparkling  crown, 
Fine  silken  dress  and  shoes  of  brown. 
She  said,  "As  you  have  been  good,  my  dear, 
We'll  go  for  a  ride!    Get  in,  and  don't  fear." 

She  had  a  car,  decked  with  ribbons  gay, 
While  happy  bells  tinkled  all  the  way. 
Then  a  rainbow  road  appeared  quite  soon 
And  they  spun  along  right  to  the  moon. 

"Up  here  is  the  land  of  Make-Believe, 
Where  Santa's  cousins  presents  weave. 
There's  a  blue  dress  for  you  of  the  finest  silk 
If  you  work  real  hard,  and  drink  your  milk." 

"Always  help  mother  each  chore  to  do, 
Keep  tidy  and  neat,  and  lace  each  shoe. 
Then  if  you  stay  good  for  many  years 
You'll  have  my  car  to  dry  a  girl's  tears." 

"You'll  take  good  children  up  and  down, 
On  the  rainbow  road,  to  the  moon  and  to  town. 
For  I  reward  children  in  every  place  .  .  . 
Now  we'll  go  down,  and  with  daylight  race." 

Something  licked  the  little  girl's  face, 
And  doggie  was  there  in  the  fairy's  place. 
Though  rainbow  and  car  had  faded  away, 
She  knows  that  they  will  be  hers  some  day. 
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THE  FALSE  PROPHET'S  VIEW 

If  God  is  Love,  and  in  kindness  robed, 
We  may  be  more  like  Him  if  in  kindness  clothed. 
Harshness  and  envy  preach  "Thou  shalt  not", 
Make  an  idol  of  fear  of  the  "God  is  Love"  plot. 

Greed  and  fear  are  the  false  prophet's  crew, 
"Abide  by  our  words  or  'tis  Hell  for  you." 
Small  narrow  minds  cannot  love  explain, 
So  Mrs.  Grundy  helps  their  fear  to  reign. 

False  teachers  worship  wealth  and  its  power, 
To  the  poor,  though  good,  they  give  a  cold  shower. 
If  goodness  had  gold  appeal  to  the  eye, 
More  would  be  happy  'ere  reaching  the  sky. 
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THE  FARM  BOY'S  WEALTH 

I  had  squirrels  to  cheer  my  way  along, 
Canaries  bright,  to  sing  a  gladdening  song; 
For  my  heart  was  like  a  sunny  spring, 
And  the  bees  their  humming  notes  would  bring. 

The  frisky  lambs  would  gambol  lightsomely, 
The  growing  pup  would  race  them  joyfully; 
The  little  pigs  would  snort  and  jump  about, 
And  dig  around  each  stump,  and  in  and  out. 

The  crows,  in  their  cunning,  would  sharpen  my  mind, 
As  with  trap  or  gun  I  sought  scalps  to  find; 
An  owl  or  a  hawk  on  a  chicken  might  pounce, 
When  a  boy  with  a  gun  right  on  them  would  bounce. 

The  calf  would  bound  with  erected  tail, 

As  we  milked  cows  into  a  singing  pail. 

The  cattle  then  to  rest  in  dust  would  lie, 

While  we  with  the  milk  would  cheerily  homeward  hie. 

Soon  the  bull-fog  started  with  his  drum, 
And  the  lesser  ones  beat,  arum-arum. 
Night  hawks  swooped  with  a  hoarser  croak, 
As  the  night  drew  on  its  darkening  cloak. 

All  were  actors,  playing  there  for  me, 
No  king  could  pay  this  special  troup  its  fee. 
Soft  as  down  the  mattress  was,  of  hay, 
As  I  lay  with  plans  for  all  next  day. 

But  sleep  soon  called,  and  planning  was  forgot, 
And  soon  the  morning  sun  was  shining  hot. 
The  farm  boy's  wealth  is  very  great  indeed, 
And  his  memories  help  in  later  hours  of  need. 
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FERNIE  IN  SPRING 

Snow  lay  on  the  Lizard  Range  and  glistened  very  white; 

It  had  rained  in  the  valley  all  through  the  fairy  night, 

And  down  there  by  the  mountain  base,  where  tall  the  green  trees 

grow, 
Their  silhouette  is  showing  up  deep  black  below  the  snow. 

When  nights  are  clear  with  moonlight,  the  Lizard  outlines  show 
Like  prehistoric  monsters,  or  dragons  on  the  snow; 
The  town  is  in  the  valley,  and  locked  by  granite  walls 
Lofty  spires  and  domes  are  there,  as  on  the  old  church  halls. 

As  we  drive  o'er  the  country  roads,  the  snow  is  lying  deep, 
Tis  hiding  in  the  shady  nooks  and  in  ravines  so  steep; 
Strewn  o'er  with  dirt  and  smoke,  the  snow  is  covered  black, 
But  farther  up  the  sun  is  warm,  is  left  no  trace  nor  track. 

In  little  town  where  coal  is  mined,  there  is  the  added  dread, 
Although  with  vast  improvements,  some  dangers  now  have  fled; 
But  the  older  generation  still  will  sleep  with  fear, 
For  dreaded  past  explosions  are  to  memory  ever  near. 

'Tis  the  latter  end  of  April,  and  soon  May's  sun  will  shine 
The  budding  shrubs  and  sprouting  vines  each  crevice  will  entwine; 
Ah,  May  is  sweet,  and  always  brings  with  her  a  warming  smile, 
When  flowers  bloom  all  nature  then  is  gladdened  for  a  while. 
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THE  5c  OF  1890 

I  know  something  that  outshines 
The  brightest  sun  in  summertime; 
I  have  one,  but  don't  you  tell, 
For  in  my  pocket  it  jingles  well. 

With  my  knife  and  rusty  nails 

It  breaks  the  silence  of  my  trails. 

It  is  a  treasure,  real  and  big; 

It  sounds  so  nice  when  I  dance  or  jig. 


THE  FOOLISH  RABBIT 

A  little  rabbit  hopping  'round 
On  padded  heels  and  furry  toes 
Thought  he  was  real  smart  and  wise, 
Not  heeding  Mama  brought  his  woes. 

His  Mama  said,  "Be  careful,  dear, 
Look  carefully  where'er  you  go; 
There  are  sly  coyotes  hiding  near, 
So  through  the  deep  dark  bush  go  slow.' 

This  little  rabbit  quite  forgot 
Where  the  bush  was  dark  and  low 
Until  a  coyote  snapped  his  ear, 
Then  he  ran  crying,  it  hurt  so! 

Now,  little  boys  and  girls,  look  out! 
When  you  feel  naughty,  just  go  slow; 
Listen  with  care  to  what  mother  says, 
And  then  your  tears  won't  overflow. 
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FORT  ST.  JAMES 

Here  the  brave  explorers  camped, 
Ambition  high  like  the  spruce  tree; 
Fur  bearers  ran  in  a  land  uncramped, 
And  traders  built  posts  where  game  ran  free. 

The  furs  grew  prime  in  the  frost  of  winter, 
Traps  were  set  under  evergreen  trees; 
Stories  were  told  with  jokes  and  banter, 
Inside  the  fort  where  the  breath  did  not  freeze. 

The  shadowy  mink  caught  its  meal  with  cunning, 
The  sly  coyote  peeked  from  tree  to  tree; 
The  grouse  might  relax  on  the  warm  days,  sunning, 
All  were  game  for  the  wily  Cree. 

Now  times  are  changing,  the  pace  is  faster, 
We  now  make  lumber  from  those  trees; 
Wild  furs  no  longer  are  the  master, 
And  trappers  at  lumbering  work  like  bees. 

Here's  to  the  pioneer  men  with  vision! 
Their  dreams  made  homes  where  all  was  trees; 
We  honour  the  strength  of  their  decision, 
Stopped  not  by  forest  lands  or  seas. 
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FRASER  CANYON  ROAD 

The  road  unwinds  round  the  curve  with  a  swing, 
Like  a  kitten  unrolling  a  ball  of  string; 
Far  down  the  valley  it  loops  and  turns, 
To  be  lost  in  space  where  a  cataract  churns. 

Each  mountain  wears  its  cloak  of  green, 
Far  up  on  high  to  the  snow's  white  sheen; 
Tall  spires  of  granite,  which  reach  for  the  sky, 
Are  blotted  by  rain  as  the  clouds  sweep  by. 

A  raging  flood  cuts  deep  the  valley  floor; 
On  a  quiet  night  it  will  sing  and  roar. 
And  in  its  wake  earth  and  rocks  ne'er  rest, 
But  are  borne  to  sea  on  its  muddy  crest. 

There  are  lakes  serene  and  valleys  fair, 
Where  fragrant  blossoms  fill  the  air; 
Where  neat  homes  spread  along  the  way 
To  cheer  the  traveller's  weary  day. 

Here  nature  is  shown  in  its  wild  display, 
Through  pictures  of  grandeur  all  night  and  all  day; 
The  weary  in  mind  can  find  peace  and  rest, 
As  they  view  nature's  wonders  atop  a  crest. 


THE  GIFT 

If  I  were  a  wee  man  and  with  kindness  laden, 
I  know  what  you'd  need  to  make  your  life  gay; 
To  lighten  the  heart  of  a  shy  little  maiden, 
And  send  her  through  life  on  a  happier  way. 

For  if  I  could  give  you  the  gift  of  the  blarney, 
Your  spirits  would  dance  like  the  fairies  at  play; 
They'd  be  like  the  waters  that  flow  in  Killarney, 
A-rippling  and  waltzing  the  whole  happy  day. 
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GREENWOOD  MEMORIES 

I'll  tell  you  a  West  Kootenay  tale, 
A  tale  like  a  millionaire's  dream; 
Though  he  lived  in  a  shack  by  the  swale, 
Rich  hopes  kept  his  eyes  all  agleam. 

"There  are  fortunes  in  those  green  hills; 
Come  spring  I  am  selling  my  claim; 
I'll  have  a  big  stake,  pay  my  bills, 
And  catch  me  a  queen  for  a  dame." 

"A  company  is  bonding  my  mine, 
Two  million  in  shares  they  will  give; 
Though  they'll  not  pay  cash  on  the  line- 
When  the  mine  gets  producing  I'll  live." 

He  told  his  rich  venturesome  tale, 
For  drinks  put  a  glow  in  his  mind; 
The  moon  outside  shone  frosty  pale, 
But  the  bar  fire  was  cheerful  and  kind. 

The  bartender  measured  the  drinks, 
And  the  cook,  he  looked  after  the  chow; 
Kind  fortune  'mid  friends  never  shrinks, 
So  'till  spring  he  got  by  somehow. 

There's  loopholes  in  bonding  a  claim, 
And  laws  bind  them  tight  as  a  drum; 
So  instead  of  great  fortune  and  fame, 
He  was  broke  as  a  travelling  bum. 

To  get  cash  to  prospect  once  more, 
He  worked  just  twelve  months  in  the  mines, 
To  pay  his  score,  to  learn  the  mine  lore, 
'Ere  searching  for  leads  'mid  the  pines. 

Now  Greenwood  still  holds  much  good  ore, 
There  are  millions  still  hid  in  the  hills; 
The  bartender's  been  gone  years  a  score, 
The  cook's  rest  is  not  broken  by  drills. 
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Tis  friends  that  warm  hearts  more  than  gold, 
That  in  age  life  with  happiness  fill. 
"Tis  wealth  shrinks  the  spirit  so  cold, 
That  you  live  in  a  frost  e're  you're  still. 

Those  who  lived  a  century's  time  past, 
Felt  the  joys  and  the  sorrows  of  men; 
Knew  wealth,  quicksand  of  joy  does  not  last, 
And  I  pass  on  their  views  with  my  pen. 
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HOUR  OF  PRAYER-1890 

A  floor  scrubbed  clean  of  white  pine  wood, 
A  Grandfather  praying  to  do  our  souls  good; 
A  Grandmother  kneeling,  one  eye  on  the  pot, 
To  see  that  the  porridge  kept  simmering  hot. 

Fingers  over  face,  like  an  old  picket  gate, 
While  peering  between,  yet  seeming  sedate, 
Was  a  freckled  nosed  boy,  on  bended  knee, 
Thoughts  jumping  just  like  a  squirrel  in  a  tree. 

Grandpa's  prayers  got  mixed  with  each  thought— 
"Oh  Lord,"  (the  fish  may  bite  the  new  hook  I  bought) 
"In  Heaven/'  (I  can  tease  the  roosters  to  fight) 
He  droned  on,  "And  keep  us  ever  in  Thy  sight." 

The  Methodist  cat  purred  in  front  of  the  fire, 
When  'twas  a  kitten,  roused  Methodist  ire; 
Her  mother  had  kittens,  its  owner  complained, 
So  with  a  gun,  the  litter  was  slain. 

Grandma  smoothed  things  out,  and  then  save  the  day, 
This  kitten  would  with  Presbyterians  stay. 
If  the  mice  were  too  thick  or  the  rats  were  too  fat, 
Yes,  its  a  Methodist,  not  Presbyterian  cat. 

A  spring  trap  with  cheese  was  set  by  the  hole, 
I  saw  a  whisker,  then  mouse  came  out  whole. 
The  trap,  set  too  hard,  let  it  nibble  the  cheese; 
I  kneeled  like  a  snowman,  made  ready  to  freeze. 

The  cat  now  had  kittens,  so  old  collie  laid  low, 
For  if  he  came  inside,  the  wreckage  would  show; 
But  with  head  in  the  door,  he  saw  the  mouse  too, 
Discretion  forgotten,  he  jumped  straight  and  true. 

The  cat  came  alive,  and  on  old  collie  sprung, 
Collie  was  the  hack  as  the  cat  clawing  clung; 
Far  out  the  door  they  passed  from  our  view, 
Prayers  were  all  over,  we  had  porridge  the  noo. 
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The  trap  got  the  dog,  and  in  the  yard  later  fell, 
The  mouse  sped  on  home,  so  now  all  was  well; 
The  breakfast  passed  quickly,  short  was  the  grace- 
Had  to  think  of  hard  lickings  to  keep  a  straight  face. 

I  think  Grandpa  will  find,  when  he  enters  the  gate, 
All  denominations  will  be  there  in  state. 
That  all  races  and  tribes  that  live  a  kind  life, 
Will  be  happy  together,  playing  bagpipes  and  fife. 

There'll  be  holes  in  the  wall,  near  St.  Peter's  gates, 
Where  the  mouse  and  the  dog  will  keep  later  dates; 
Grandma's  cushion  will  be  there  for  the  Methodist  cat, 
And  freckled  faced  boys  will  have  fun  and  grow  fat. 
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INDIAN  TALES 

I've  seen  gathered  braves  at  close  of  the  day 
Each  put  sticks  on  the  fire  then  gesture  and  sway 
To  tell  of  brave  legends  and  deeds  of  the  chase, 
And  I  questioned  a  boy  with  a  bronze  marble  face. 

At  the  encampment  I  listened  to  tales  of  great  game, 
The  chief  then  rose  up,  to  the  fire  he  came. 
A  pine  pitch  limb  quietly  he  set  on  the  fire, 
'Ere  repeating  the  tale  of  an  ancestral  sire. 

"He  was  camped  far  away  by  the  brow  of  a  hill, 
The  hot  winds  blew  so  the  creeks  could  not  fill. 
Crows  ate  the  fish  where'er  you  might  look, 
But  a  trickle  of  water  was  left  in  the  brook." 

"The  leaves  had  wilted  and  brown  was  the  grass; 
Air  like  burning  brands  filled  each  valley  and  pass. 
He  went  to  the  water  to  await  wily  deer, 
His  pots  they  were  empty,  starvation  was  near." 

"The  deer  heard  the  rustle  in  dry  brittle  leaves, 
And  bounded  away  as  he  shot  through  the  trees. 
The  distance  was  great  and  the  arrow  sped  slow, 
Just  the  tip  was  embedded,  the  flank  felt  the  woe." 

"While  far  o'er  the  hills  he  followed  the  deer, 
The  hot  ground  was  bare,  no  timber  was  near. 
They  then  crossed  ravines  and  the  dry  water  holes, 
Where  once  water  flowed,  now  dry  as  the  knolls." 

"At  last  on  the  flats  he  saw  some  brush  grow, 
And  judged  that  the  deer  there  for  water  would  go. 
He  circled  the  dry  brush  the  deer  for  to  turn, 
Then  back-tracked  towards  the  spring  to  sojourn." 

"Tired  they  went  back  and  steep  seemed  each  hill, 
But  he  could  not  get  near  for  an  arrow  to  kill. 
Pushing  on  faster,  hot  sweat  in  his  eyes, 
He  shot  forth  an  arrow,  but  deer  quicker  flies." 

"Thirst  had  been  near  all  the  long  burning  day, 
And  he  and  the  deer  would  stagger  and  sway. 
The  sun  started  to  sink  in  a  hot  copper  sky, 
And  to  the  Great  Manitou  he  pleaded  his  cry." 
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"  'Give  strength  and  cunning  this  deer  to  take  home, 
So  'twill  for  my  papoose  ease  hunger's  moan/ 
Then  near  the  water  he  went  on  the  rocks, 
His  moccasins  quiet  like  a  cat  in  its  socks. 

Below  was  the  deer,  busy  drinking  its  fill, 
While  he  sent  an  arrow  to  bring  down  the  kill. 
His  cooking  pots  filled,  on  his  robe  he  did  lie. 
When  Manitou  spoke  as  he  came  from  the  sky." 

'  'Take  the  seed  from  under  the  spruce  and  the  fir, 
With  cones  of  pine  the  ground  you  must  stir. 
I  will  scatter  many  for  each  seed  you  plant, 
So  the  water  will  flow,  and  ripples  will  chant'." 

"Next  day  he  went  out  and  planted  fine  seeds, 
Manitou's  birds  carried  seeds  of  the  trees  and  of  reeds. 
So  many  moons  after,  the  trees  great  and  tall, 
Covered  each  slope,  and  grew  round  each  wall." 

Far  on  the  prairies  there's  some  gully  or  hill, 
That's  shaded  by  trees  the  dust  to  hold  still. 
Manitou  helps  children  when  good  they  do, 
And  gives  to  chiefs  wisdom,  so  dark  days  are  few. 
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THE  IRISH 

Oh  Paddy  McCarthy  was  a  brave  Irish  boy, 
And  Biddy  O'Brian  his  greatest  joy. 
They  met  at  a  shindy,  the  floor  it  was  hot, 
They  danced  a  reel  at  a  fast  Irish  trot. 

"Biddy,  your  feet  are  not  touching  the  floor; 
They  have  wings  like  a  fairy  out  on  the  moor; 
Your  tresses  are  like  the  twilight's  soft  fall, 
I  am  saying  I  love  you,  and  that  tells  it  all." 

"The  sheen  of  Killarney  Lakes  shows  in  your  eyes, 
Your  cheeks  are  like  roses,  they're  my  greatest  prize. 
The  smile  that  you  wear  is  richer  than  gold, 
Say  the  word  and  your  dear  lips  will  never  get  cold.' 

Sure  they  were  married  and  lived  in  a  home, 
Their  descendants  went  all  over  this  world  to  roam. 
If  you  hear  a  girl  with  a  lilt  in  her  song, 
If  you  guess  she's  part  Irish,  you  can't  be  far  wrong. 
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LAC  LA  HACHE  FISHING 

I  will  tell  you  a  tale  of  strange  fishing, 
For  fishermen  have  sometimes  strange  tales; 
They  may  stick  to  the  truth  in  the  kitchen, 
But  truth  in  their  stories  soon  pales. 

I  have  heard  them  stretch  an  eight-incher, 
To  the  size  of  a  whale,  maybe  more; 
I  don't  question  their  yarns,  which  do  no  harm, 
Like  your  tales  to  the  wife  you  adore. 

In  the  Cariboo  wilds  of  good  B.  C, 
Where  the  gem  Lac  La  Hache  nestles  still; 
Reflecting  the  bright  turquoise  blue  sky, 
The  green  of  each  carpeted  hill. 

When  autumn  brings  nights  that  are  chilly, 
Frost  chills  all  but  hardier  souls; 
Turns  water  to  ice,  makes  skating  so  nice, 
Leaves  clear  bottom  beneath  in  deep  holes. 

The  fishermen  skate,  for  the  cold  air  is  great, 
The  fish  dart  to  and  away  from  the  shore; 
Now  the  rules  of  the  game,  by  experience  gained, 
"Keep  the  fish  in  the  shallows,"  their  lore. 

Half  an  hour  or  more,  and  the  fish,  tired  sore, 
Stop  swimming,  quite  petrified  lie; 
Fishermen  take  the  cue,  in  the  ice  a  hole  hew, 
And  the  long-handled  gaff  they  soon  ply. 

Now  a  ten-pound  fish  is  fine  fishing, 
Don't  add  inches  or  pounds  to  the  tale; 
By  mouth  the  natives  are  vouching, 
No  Jonah  here  swallowed  a  whale! 
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THE  LAST  POST 

We  must  lower  him  down  in  the  still  cold  earth, 
Though  once  he  was  young,  a  soul  full  of  mirth. 
There's  only  a  few  of  his  comrades  around, 
For  he  died  too  late  to  have  honours  unbound. 

Had  he  died  when  shells  carried  their  message  of  death, 
When  each  disaster  brought  tears  on  its  breath, 
When  each  village  sought  their  hero's  renown, 
His  name  would  have  blazoned  the  news  and  the  town. 

He  marched  with  the  bravest,  his  motives  were  high, 
He  feared  for  his  country,  for  it  he  would  die; 
When  war  was  over,  was  shunted  aside, 
To  an  existence  of  want;  to  end  when  he  died. 

We  forget  our  heroes  when  war-clouds  abate, 
Forgetting  to  help  nations,  new  wars  do  create. 
Sleep  well,  my  soldier,  your  efforts  were  pure; 
You  pledged  life  and  labour,  your  honour  is  sure. 

When  you  leave  at  last  this  world's  greed  and  hate, 
True  worth  will  be  rewarded  at  that  very  date. 
Your  name  with  your  comrades  will  shine  on  the  scroll, 
Forever  in  heaven  you'll  answer  the  roll. 
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LATER  LIFE 

Life  is  like  a  winding  trail,  following  the  country  over, 
And  we  are  like  the  traveller,  who  is  a  constant  rover. 
Time's  dust  of  sand  and  alkali  upon  our  face  will  settle, 
Like  to  an  Indian  mask,  or  like  seamed  replica  of  metal. 

Gone  is  charm  and  grace  of  youth,  her  quick  smile  and  banter, 
Soft  lovelight  of  eye,  her  voice  as  smooth  as  colts  at  canter; 
Strength  of  hands  so  firm  and  strong,  a  tread  without  a  waver, 
They  have  changed  forevermore  as  we  have  lost  Time's  favour. 

But  why  should  we  resentment  show,  or  wish  for  Time's  returning? 
Each  had  pleasures  on  the  trip,  and  left  their  fires  burning; 
There's  a  promise  on  a  distant  shore  a  new  life  will  be  given; 
We'll  be  young  and  free  again  when  death's  dark  veil  is  riven. 


MAKING  OUR  WORLD  BRIGHT 

Our  good  Parson  says,  "Be  good  to-day, 
Study  the  Bible  and  often  pray. 
And  when  you  die  your  world  will  be  bright, 
So  follow  the  Book  and  do  what  is  right." 

The  Optometrist  says,  "Just  nave  good  sight, 
Your  work  will  be  easy  and  done  aright; 
No  headaches  or  strain  will  call  your  way. 
If  you  wear  correct  lenses  every  day." 

The  Bootlegger  says,  "Just  ta^e  a  shot, 
Your  eyes  will  pop  and  the  world  be  hot. 
Don't  blame  me  for  the  pains  next  day, 
For  hooch  lifts  first,  then  down  you  stay." 
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MY  GOODNESS 

We  went  to  church  to  be  good  as  could  be, 
For  we  needed  that  goodness,  you  will  agree. 
'Took  the  long  way  home  by  the  garden  plot 
There  grew  Methodist  apples  in  Uncle's  lot. 

Leeburn  apples  were  juicy,  you  bet! 

And  for  such  sweet  goodness  we  were  all  set; 

In  the  apple  tree  that  starless  night 

I  climbed  out  on  a  limb  for  better  sight. 

The  dog  heard  a  noise  and  barked  with  a  will, 
And  I  froze  in  my  place,  and  kept  very  still. 

Uncle  hobbling  came,  stood  under  a  tree 

My  dollar  watch  ticked  as  loud  as  could  be! 

He  was  deaf  on  one  side,  so  with  just  one  ear, 
He  turned  this  way  and  that  so's  he  could  hear. 
I  prayed,  "Don't  give  Uncle  that  uplift  look, 
Like  parsons  get  when  done  with  the  book." 

In  the  cold  fall  night  his  bones  did  shake, 
When  wobbling  home  his  way  did  take; 
The  sermon's  goodness  for  a  whole  month  was  set, 
But  the  good  in  the  apples  I  can  taste  yet! 
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A  NOTE  FOR  THE  LAUNDRY  MAN 

Mr.  Laundry  Man  scrub  shirt  as  good  as  can, 
I  pay  ten  dollars  for  he  one  good  wan, 
He  silk  and  satin  stripe  for  going  out, 
An  spots  of  gold  like  de  speckle  trout. 

Back  in  Quebec  all  de  girls  chase  me, 
Dey  say,  "You  look  cute  as  you  can  be." 
I  savey  dere  an  talk  nice  and  quick, 
Say  dere  angel  form,  do  fat  and  tick. 

I  meet  wan  girl,  she  teach  me  English 
I  teenk  some  day,  how  you  say,  be  my  dish. 
She  show  me  fast  how  to  write  and  spell, 
Write  OVE,  say  before  dat  put  L. 

We  get  along  fine  as  silk  and  very  nice, 
She  plump  and  fat  and  cute  as  mice. 
I  teenk  I  like  her  like  cherry  pie, 
Someday  maybe  soon,  de  apple  of  my  eye. 

I  give  wan  boy  two  bits  for  a  five  cent  paper, 
He  look  not  rich,  make  hees  day  better. 
She  say,  "You  fool,  you  die  in  poor  house! 
Spendthrift,  throw  away  like  souse." 

I  feel  bad,  maybe  do  something  mean  and  small, 
Maybe  den  she  like  me  better  by  de  fall. 
I  tell  you  what,  I  maybe  save  money  too, 
You  be  my  wan  girl,  and  I  give  money  you! 

I  say  dis  shirt,  she  need  de  scrubbing, 
I  give  you  ten  cents  you  do  de  rubbing. 
I  tink  her  mad,  and  her  face  get  redder, 
An'  talk  a  streak  like  a  running  heifer. 

Say,  "Take  de  shirt  and  go  to  (Teenk  say  L)" 
Or  maybe  just  say  "Go  jump  in  well." 
Now  she  no  speak  at  all,  got  annoder  fellow, 
He  chew  de  snuff  an'  his  hair  is  yellow. 

I  see  dem  walk  out  past  four  days  or  so, 
Right  past  my  door  is  de  way  dey  go. 
Some  girls  are  queer,  dey  drive  you  crazy, 
Dey  talk  too  much  smart,  I  wish  dem  lazy. 
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Say  "Spendthrift,"  if  you  give  wan  dollar, 
An  "Skinflint",  if  you  no  give  dey  holler. 
When  I  no  savey  Eenglish,  no  use  explain, 
Soon  I  learn,  an  walk  her  down  de  lane. 

Dis  shirt  I  tole  you  about  once  more, 
You  clean  him  good  behin'  an'  good  before; 
An  starch  heem  well,  make  heem  good  about— 
Don't  starch  de  tail,  or  she  steek  out. 

Wash  heem  good,  last  wan  month  of  Sundays, 
I  stay  home  'till  four  on  de  Mondays. 
You  deliver  heem  well  an'  I  pay  you  yet, 
Two  Joes  bach  here,  I'm  Joe  Choquette. 


MOTHER-LOVE  HANDS 

Kind,  red  hands  fear  not  water  nor  cold; 
They  work  in  the  morning,  and  when  day  grows  old. 
Though  harsh  and  cracked  and  pinched  with  pain, 
They're  soft  as  fleece  when  troubles  rain. 

They  carry  tokens  of  love  from  the  heart, 
The  essence  of  kindness  to  loved  ones  impart; 
Through  the  bright  day  and  the  dark-bound  night 
They  lighten  our  burden  so  our  world  grows  bright. 

Pride  decrees  lotions  with  costly  name  brands 
To  enrich  their  makers  and  keep  soft  the  hands; 
This  notion's  a  mirage  on  parched  desert  air, 
Inverting  the  picture  that  is  so  fair. 

Gloved,  soft,  white  hands,  so  selfish  and  cold, 
Are  like  iron  pyrites  or  plain  fool's  gold. 
While  work-worn  hands  of  a  mother  dear, 
Are  worth  priceless  jewels  when  pain  draws  near. 

We  don't  praise  enough  loving,  toil-stained  hands; 
They're  like  angel's  wings  covering  all  our  lands; 
Love  and  honour  them  well  while  life  shall  last; 
Rewards  will  find  them  when  life  is  past. 
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MY  SPRING  SONG  FOR  YOU 

The  grass  is  green  down  by  each  brook, 
Flowers  are  springing  wherever  I  look, 
Something  is  missing,  you  are  not  near; 
"I  wish  you  were  here,  wish  you  were  here!" 

The  sun  shines  warm,  but  the  wind  is  cool, 
And  the  ice  has  left  each  lake  and  pool. 
Swinging  trees  whisper  words  for  my  dear, 
"I  wish  you  were  here,  wish  you  were  here." 

Our  tall  mountain  peaks  reach  to  the  sky; 
They're  like  your  love— pure,  white  and  high; 
Their  deep  canyon  walls  echo  to  my  ear, 
"I  wish  you  were  here,  wish  you  were  here." 

The  forest  is  showing  pretty  green  leaves, 
And  each  bird  is  singing,  as  it  a  nest  weaves; 
Streams,  like  children,  chuckle  with  cheer, 
"I  wish  you  were  here,  wish  you  were  here." 


MUSINGS  OF  A  BACHELOR 

There  was  a  time  when  we  rubbed  and  soaked, 
And  stood  over  worn  socks  until  we  choked. 
Now  we  bundle  them  in  and  throw  the  switch, 
And  they  come  out  half  dry  without  gum  or  pitch. 

The  shirts  are  clean  and  the  tails  shine  too, 
And  over  the  collars  we  never  more  stew; 
We  step  fast  in  the  streets,  along  by  the  trees, 
Our  coat-tails  swinging  in  the  breeze. 

We  wink  at  the  girls  as  they  pass  by, 
No  wash-woman  is  needed,  so  let  them  sigh. 
But  if  the  sweet  dears  were  controlled  by  a  switch, 
I'd  have  one,  by  heck,  to  sweep,  cook  and  stitch. 
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OUR  FORESTS 

Viewing  coast  lands  where  great  forests  once  grew, 
I  thought  of  destruction  and  waste  I  well  knew. 
'Mid  stumps  black  and  bare,  rocks  only  showed  there, 
Fires  burnt  slash  and  sod  so  the  clay  was  laid  bare. 

Law  says,  "Pay  for  timber  left,  all  you  must  glean, 
That  will  make  plank  of  a  few  boards  if  it's  green, " 
So  a  high  line  was  rigged,  poorer  timber  to  smash, 
Like  a  giant  with  flail,  who  the  dry  grain  will  thresh. 

Now  there's  no  grass  to  show,  nor  small  trees  to  grow, 
For  baked  clay,  solid  rock,  now  only  do  show. 
Like  an  ill-spent  life  from  which  joy  took  its  flight. 
Are  logged  over  lands  that  show  dreary  blight. 

In  the  long-ago  days  eastern  forests  waved, 
The  snow  stayed  to  moisten,  the  crops  were  all  saved. 
When  trees  were  all  gone  summer  brooks  sang  no  song, 
And  floods  of  destruction  bore  best  soil  along. 

Our  green  mountains  high  are  like  steps  to  the  sky, 
Soon  to  be  stripped  and  slashed,  profits  to  try. 
Avalanches  will  start,  solid  rock  be  laid  bare, 
'Less  destruction  is  checked  as  now  practiced  there. 

Our  finished  wood  products  are  sold  as  they  cost, 
If  each  firm  logs  with  care  no  profits  are  lost; 
This  timber  destruction  we  practiced  for  years 
Leaves  for  our  children  rocks,  clay  and  tears. 

In  other  countries  where  sense  future  rules, 
Conservation  is  taught  in  the  schools. 
Children's  children  will  inherit  trees, 
With  streams  for  fish,  game,  and  fat  humming  bees. 
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THE  PINE  PASS  PLANE  RIDE 

The  firs  are  dark,  tall  poplars  green 
Show  in  the  carpet  that's  unrolling. 
Reflecting  in  the  mountain  lakes, 
So  snowpeaks  show  scalloped  edges  folding. 

Summer's  soft  carpet  of  flats  and  steeps 
Show  up  small  ponds  like  smoothest  silk; 
The  heavy  timber,  like  coarser  pile, 
Is  darkened  by  shadows  of  clouds  of  milk. 

Steep  hills  show  threads  of  foaming  white 
As  melted  snow  flows  to  its  ocean  home; 
The  humming  plane  bounces  on  its  course, 
Like  a  birch  canoe  where  the  rapids  foam. 

The  plane  keeps  rising  toward  the  pass, 
Where  hills  hold  fast  to  drifts  of  snow; 
And  canyons  wild,  black  as  dreaded  night, 
Rise  over  the  crest,  and  we  land  below. 


THE  PROSPECTOR 

I've  dug  in  the  valleys  and  hillsides, 
And  I've  picked  in  the  ledges  and  leads; 
Have  searched  in  the  rivers  and  landslides, 
Where  glacier  wild  water  still  feeds. 

I  have  panned  all  winter  in  ice  shafts, 

Where  spring  water  boulders  will  roll; 

And  I've  pumped  hungry  sand  from  the  log  rafts, 

Their  low  pay  would  shrivel  the  soul. 

I  have  endured  heat  of  the  desert, 
When  water  had  value,  not  gold; 
Cruel  heat,  that  with  thirst  would  consort, 
When  mirages  show  water  so  cold. 

I  found  a  treasure  one  springtime, 
'Twas  a  helpmate,  'twas  a  sweet  wife; 
So  I  prospected  no  more  for  a  gold  mine, 
And  misery  has  gone  out  of  my  life. 
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THE  RESTING  PLACE  AT  BARKERVILLE 

The  snow  was  gently  falling,  and  falling  seemed  to  say, 
"Rest  in  peace,  gold  seekers,  rest  until  a  brighter  day. 
Ambition  drove  you  onward,  ambition  gave  no  rest; 
You  chased  a  fleeting  shadow,  a  shadow  at  the  best/' 

"Dreaming  of  golden  nuggets,  nuggets  in  a  mother  lode, 
Panning  creeks  and  crevices,  where  the  glaciers  rode. 
The  heart  might  often  falter,  falter  when  day  was  done, 
'Till  colours  fanned  hopes  brighter,  even  as  a  morning  sun." 

"Daylight  was  filled  with  labour,  and  filled  with  hopes  and  plans, 

For  ditches  carry  water,  water  stored  in  dams. 

Sluice  boxes  must  be  sturdy,  sturdy  the  shovelling  arm, 

That  puts  therein  the  gravel,  to  hold  its  golden  charm." 

"The  marks  on  graves  tell  stories,  stories  sad  but  true; 
Few  went  whose  years  were  many,  many  whose  years  were  few. 
Many  left  real  sweethearts  for  a  sweetheart  of  dream  gold; 
Too  late  they  valued  true  love,  with  its  delights  untold." 

"For  life's  mistakes  are  many,  and  many  hearts  are  sore, 

For  the  losing  of  love's  answers,  once  theirs,  this  side  the  door." 

The  ground  is  growing  whiter,  whiter  than  purest  wool, 

The  silence  seems  so  restful,  restful  in  wind's  soft  lull. 


Mother  Lode— Fabulous  amount  of  gold  in  nuggets  or  veins. 
Co/ours-Small  flakes  of  gold  that  show  when  washing  gravel  in  gold  pan. 
Ditches— Dug  to  carry  water  to  a  dam  so  the  miners  can  be  assured  a  steady 

supply.    Used  to  wash  the  gravel  to  get  gold. 
Sluice  Boxes— Used  to  separate  gold  from  gravel.     Gold  being  heaviest,  it  will 

settle  in  the  bottom  of  the  sluice  box.    The  smaller  operators  must  shovel 

the  gravel  in  the  boxes. 
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SEEKING  ADVENTURE 

If  the  fates  deny  you  cash  for  fares, 

Or  you  cannot  leave  your  toil  and  cares, 

To  seek  foreign  places  of  renown, 

Or  see  our  Queen  wear  the  golden  crown, 

Just  look  at  the  grass  that  is  near  at  hand, 

And  examine  the  foliage  of  your  own  land. 

No  book  tells  why  the  grasses  grow, 

Why  moisture  to  their  tips  can  go, 

Why  green  means  life  to  plants,  and  growth, 

Why  men  are  not  green,  though  there's  life  in  both. 

Of  course  books  will  tell  you  many  things, 

But  what  study  denies,  observation  brings. 

Water  to  tops  of  trees  is  brought, 

Or  the  sun  will  shrivel  them,  then  will  rot; 

The  back  of  a  leaf,  veins  and  patterns  show, 

Which  give  the  answers  with  study  we'd  know. 

Adventures  there  are  in  a  leaf  or  grass, 

A  lifetime  of  looking  for  a  boy  or  a  lass. 


THE  SHIFTLESS 

Some  shift  along  like  the  restless  sea, 

With  no  thought  for  now,  or  the  days  to  be. 

No  star  or  compass  to  hold  a  course, 

Soon  breakers  are  near,  fog  horns  sound  hoarse. 

These  men  go  down  with  the  swirling  tide, 
Where  in  the  waters  they  careless  ride. 
While  he  who  steers  by  a  steady  Star, 
Will  find  a  safe  harbour  beyond  the  bar. 
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SINGER  OF  CHILDHOOD 

Once  I  was  a  youth  with  a  mind  never  free, 

A  Scot  like  a  dour  winter  chokecherry  tree; 

There  were  chores  to  be  done,  and  with  old-fashioned  tools, 

And  to  dodge  fires  of  Hell  we  must  follow  strict  rules. 

But  the  gay  Irish  neighbour  would  give  me  great  joy; 
Fairy  stories  of  wee  men  enchanted  a  boy; 
And  the  myriad  bright  pictures  of  Erin's  green  hills, 
Caused  the  mind's  snow  to  melt  into  swift,  flowing  rills. 

A  boy's  mind,  in  fancy  would  to  gladness  awake, 

To  roam  with  the  banshees  and  wee  men  bringing  cake; 

As  I  listened,  the  buds  of  the  cherry  would  fill— 

The  tree  would  soon  bloom  in  a  world  standing  still. 

On  hot  July  days,  when  work's  sweat  gave  no  rest, 
And  the  ripening  grain  stood  the  sun's  burning  test, 
Came  Tillie's  sweet  song,  like  a  breeze  in  the  sun, 
Which  mottled  grain  waves  as  to  distance  they'd  run. 

Her  voice,  ever  rising,  sang  "The  Rose  of  Tralee," 
Like  a  hawk  soaring  high,  as  from  earth  it  were  free; 
So  strong  without  effort  it  reaches  the  sky  .  .  . 
The  song  calmed  my  fears,  'till  forgotten  they'd  lie. 

The  Thessalon  River  flows  swift,  deep  and  true, 
It  waltzed  'round  its  eddies  to  a  voice  it  once  knew; 
The  leaves  of  the  maples  would  dance,  then  stand  still, 
And  a  soft  golden  gladness  wrap  valley  and  hill. 

And  now  with  the  angels  a  sweet  voice  doth  sing, 
Her  rich  swelling  tones  in  Heaven's  choir  do  ring; 
Though  I've  heard  many  singers  in  this  fair  domain, 
Her  songs  in  my  childhood  still  with  me  remain. 
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THE  SLOCAN  MINERS 

Oh  where  are  the  men  of  the  fifteens  and  twenties, 

Who  took  out  the  ore  and  the  rock  mucked  away? 

How  the  Slocan  would  ring  with  their  stories  and  laughter, 

For  they  were  the  spenders  so  free  in  their  day. 

Their  money  was  round  as  a  boy's  tossing  marble, 
'Twas  given  a  fling  ere  it  rolled  on  its  way; 
Flat  money  was  only  for  bankers  and  misers, 
They  cared  not  to  save  when  joys  beckoned  today. 

But  breathing  grows  shorter  when  stoping  is  followed, 
For  tunnels  and  crosscuts  beget  early  graves; 
The  fine  dust  of  rock  and  the  air,  gas-polluted, 
Made  tired  lungs  labor  like  overworked  slaves. 

The  grizzled  ones  left  are  by  old  shacks  reclining, 
Or  plying  with  mucksticks  the  lonely  highway; 
Few  have  their  health  or  are  small  wealth  retaining, 
Most  are  at  rest  and  have  left  earth's  byways. 

"Sleep  well  my  old  friends!  May  you  have  a  bright  morning; 
And  your  next  life  be  happy  as  the  best  in  your  day; 
For  you  were  the  knights,  though  without  shining  armour, 
Whose  spirits  helped  friends  'till  the  clouds  rolled  away. 

In  youth  you  forgot  that  this  life  is  so  fleeting, 
No  provision  was  made  for  your  age  old  and  gray; 
But  with  your  shortcomings  you'd  ne'er  hurt  another, 
And  I  found  you  real  men  true  and  kind  in  your  way." 


A  TOAST 

Here's  mud  in  your  eye,  to  hide  faults  of  friends; 
Here's  cash  in  your  purse  to  give  plenty  to  spend; 
Here's  happiness  too,  may  sweet  visions  be  clear, 
And  your  memories  of  youth  remain  ever  dear. 
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THE  TOTEM  POLES 

Set  in  the  wild  Pacific  where  the  waves  from  Asia  roar, 
Natives  on  sea  harvests  live,  and  hark  to  ancient  lore. 
Living  on  low  islands  that  break  the  sea's  mad  sweep, 
Telling  little  children  Charlotte  legends  for  to  keep.  ' 

How  in  the  days  of  famine,  bays  with  ice  were  crusted  thick, 
The  chief  changed  to  an  otter,  for  his  people  all  were  sick. 
There  he  fished  the  black  cod  so  his  people  stronger  grew, 
'Till  the  wind  broke  up  the  ice  and  then  the  fishermen  got  through. 

How  a  chief  turned  to  a  black-fish,  his  people  for  to  save, 

And  so  brought  forth  the  thunderbird  from  out  its  lonely  cave. 

Fish  had  left  Hecate  waters,  so  starvation  was  their  lot, 

'Till  thunderbird  and  blackfish  sent  them  back  home  to  be  caught. 

Each  great  deed  has  a  symbol  which  is  carved  upon  a  pole 
Or  on  stone  by  the  Haidas,  history  records  black  as  coal. 
There  is  the  symbolic  crow  and  beaver  with  the  seal  and  fish, 
They  are  great  deed  records,  to  honour  heroes  is  their  wish. 


TOURIST  CABINS 

Oh  where  is  the  soap  to  loosen  the  dust, 

To  make  whiskers  smooth  without  the  rust? 

It  has  gone  with  the  cloth  to  shine  the  shoes, 

Though  you  search  like  a  drunk  who  is  looking  for  booze. 

I  met  a  wild  man  with  a  bristling  beard, 
I  thought  he  wore  it  as  women  he  feared; 
But  now  I  know,  and  there  is  no  doubt, 
He's  a  victim  of  cabins  where  the  soap  ran  out. 
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THE  TOURISTS 

They  come  in  haste  and  then  away, 
The  rushing  tourists  of  today. 
Deep  little  lakes  that  sparkling  lie, 
Shy  fish  that  in  the  shallows  ply, 
Wild  geese  that  float  with  wary  eye, 
The  loon  who  laughs  with  mournful  cry, 
They  all  are  clouded  from  the  view 
By  speed  and  hurry,  it  is  true. 

The  meadow  lark,  high  on  a  pole, 
Old  badger,  dodging  down  his  hole, 
The  playful  cubs  with  antics  cunning, 
Fat  woodchucks  by  the  roadside  sunning, 
A  listening  gopher  stretched  stock  still, 
The  scolding  magpie  sharp  and  shrill, 
Wild  moose  half  hidden  by  willow  brush 
Remain  unseen  by  those  who  rush. 

High  mountain  ranges  topped  with  snow, 
Swift,  roaring  cascades  frothy  flow, 
Light  springtime  green  of  poplar,  birch, 
With  darker  shades  of  fir  that  stretch 
For  leagues  along  the  horizon  line, 
Long-needled  pines  and  cedars  fine 
Are  just  a  blur,  an  empty  show, 
To  those  who  speed  so  fast,  I  know. 

In  life  we  look  with  longing  eyes 
To  a  distant  future  in  our  skies, 
While  close  at  hand  on  every  side 
Abundant  beauty  doth  abide. 
Oh  give  us  sight  and  vision  clear 
For  Beauty's  charms  when  they  appear; 
And  may  we  make  our  lives  sublime 
By  slowing  up,  and  taking  time. 
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THE  VALUE  OF  SIGHT 

What  makes  our  world  look  bright  and  clear? 
What  makes  the  dull  days  disappear? 
It  is  keen  sight  which  beauty  shows, 
Golden  sunsets,  where  flowers  grow. 

In  eyes  the  brain  comes  out  to  see, 

Bright  visions  help  men  happy  be. 

If  the  world  looks  fair  we  are  pleased  in  mind, 

And  we  store  our  memories  to  later  find. 

There  are  adventures  in  a  story  book, 
Joys  of  travel,  how  strange  men  look. 
How  to  tame  squirrels,  or  a  pup  to  train, 
How  to  live  a  full  life,  experience  gain. 

How  to  build  a  home  low-priced  and  strong, 
So  a  builder's  not  bored  the  whole  day  long. 
Short  cuts  in  business  and  the  work  you  do 
Are  yours  if  your  sight  is  quick  and  true. 

If  the  vision  is  slow  when  you  read  or  see, 
You  are  stumbling  on  to  eternity. 
The  lenses  you  use  to  brighten  your  sight 
Are  insurance  taken  on  seeing  right. 

You've  a  million  dollar  sight  to  insure, 
Others  count  on  a  hundred  and  feel  secure. 
Your  care  sets  the  value  of  eyesight  to  you, 
For  sight  is  next  to  life,  if  the  vision  is  true. 
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THE  WAYS  OF  WAR 

War  causes  have  been  proven  for  many  long  years, 
To  be  from  greed  of  some  group,  and  not  from  honest  fears. 
War  mongers  say  that  we  must  hate  the  great  Russian  bear, 
"They  are  heartless  and  cruel,  our  sense  of  money  do  not  share." 

Should  we  meet  them  in  battle,  and  luck  then  be  our  forte, 

We  then  must  force  yellow  races  our  crass  plan  of  cash  to  court. 

They  can  always  find  us  enemies  we  must  subdue, 

And  through  difference  of  opinion,  make  an  enemy  of  you. 

North  and  south  did  fight,  men  like  leaves  in  late  fall  fell, 
Women  and  children  starved  and  froze,  yes,  "war  indeed  is  hell!" 
If  the  dollar  is  our  banner,  then  the  east  can  fight  the  west, 
Brother  again  slay  brother,  and  the  dead  alone  may  rest. 

The  big  stick  must  be  swung,  kindness  alone  will  never  do, 
Or  our  country  would  be  loved  by  every  nation,  it  is  true. 
This  kindness  once  in  style,  peace  would  return,  no  more  to  roam, 
Our  people  have  contentment,  their  Utopia  spell  "Home." 

If  greed  and  hate  keep  ruling,  flags  fly  the  dollar  note, 

Fate  may  overwhelm  us  as  we  missed  the  kindly  boat. 

The  prophecy,  that  those  who  fell  on  stone  were  sorely  hurt, 

Well  may  be,  "Those  the  stone  fell  on  were  ground  into  the  dirt!" 
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THE  WEE  JACKS 

Down  by  the  shore  Pat  saw  Navy  crews  race, 
Each  sailor  stepped  lively  to  keep  up  the  pace; 
Older  jack  tars  tell  the  lads  the  sure  way, 
To  work  and  stow  gear  so  in  place  it  will  stay. 

One  bosun,  though  wizened,  did  with  vigour  abound, 
Pat  said,  "That  wee  jack  sends  inspiration  around. 
He  is  always  right  there  when  he's  needed  the  most, 
Like  wee  men  in  Ireland  who  to  needy  play  host." 

When  I  hear  of  battles  and  deeds  of  jack  tars, 

I  think  helped  by  forbears  who  hover  round  spars; 

Some  credit  tradition  and  training  a  lot, 

But  I  think  wee  jacks  help  when  in  a  tight  spot. 

When  Spain's  great  Armada  was  met  by  the  few, 
I  think  'twas  the  wee  jacks  inspired  each  crew. 
Outnumbered,  outgunned  they  were,  right  from  the  start, 
But  wee  jacks  helped  our  men  tear  the  Armada  apart. 

A  lone  soldier  charging  a  nest  of  hot  guns, 

Throwing  grenades  as  if  scoring  ball  runs; 

Let  it  be  to  his  glory  the  nest  he  had  won, 

But  his  wee  jacks  gave  courage  'till  the  foe  were  outdone. 

Wee  jacks  help  in  battle,  and  life  aim  to  win; 
All  of  the  best  ones  stick  through  thick  or  thin. 
When  we  have  ambition,  they're  right  on  the  job, 
To  help  men  on  the  land  or  a  young  navy  gob. 


WHERE  HAPPINESS  REIGNS 

Oh  where  are  the  men  of  the  days  of  my  childhood, 
Forever  they're  gone  when  the  sods  o'er  them  lie; 
They  were  upright  and  honest,  and  kind  to  their  fellows, 
Can  the  grave  be  the  end  when  we  bid  them  good-bye? 

If  the  mind  is  the  soul  which  lives  on  forever, 
And  we  all  shall  meet  later  where  joy  there  abounds; 
There  are  no  happier  pleasures  than  in  such  a  heaven, 
Where  happiness  reigns  and  friendship  surrounds. 
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WINTER'S  LAND  OF  ENCHANTMENT 

Come  to  the  land  of  the  snow-white  crystals, 
Where  Christmas  trees  line  every  road; 
The  poplars  and  birches  of  the  winter 
Carry  hoar-frost  tinsel  as  their  load. 

Near  the  swamps  the  spruce  grow  taller, 
With  dark  limbs  pointing  to  the  ground; 
And  the  balsams  wear  their  green  cloaks, 
Which  hug  their  cone-shaped  forms  around. 

The  great  firs  grow  so  tall  and  stately, 
Spreading  limbs  much  snow  will  hold; 
Little  trees  above  snow  are  peeping, 
Like  a  bundled  child  out  in  the  cold. 

The  winding  roads  are  smooth  as  pavement, 
As  frost  and  snow  have  filled  each  hole; 
On  every  side  snow  packs  a  railing, 
There  to  check  the  drifts'  control. 

Throughout  the  day  the  winter's  purity, 
Is  like  a  nurse's  cap  or  dress; 
While  at  night  the  snow-white  crystals 
Glint  like  the  gems  of  a  young  princess. 

Diamonds  flashing  red  with  fire, 
Emeralds  glowing  with  greenest  sheen; 
While  cut  sapphires,  how  they  sparkle! 
As  in  this  Christmas-tree  land  I  dream. 

If  you  are  young,  oh  please  be  careful, 
For  enchanted  fairies  walk  each  road; 
They  will  clothe  your  love  in  splendor, 
Splendor  time  cannot  erode. 
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WOULD  YOU  VISIT  SCOTLAND? 

Would  you  visit  Scotland's  lochs  and  falls, 
Her  battlefields,  her  ruined  halls, 
Tread  the  glens  where  Chieftains  stood, 
Walk  the  Royal  Mile  to  Holyrood? 

Then  listen  to  Scottish  veins  that  call 
For  those  who  fought  fiercely  and  gave  their  all, 
For  the  love  of  forbears  who  gave  their  blood, 
Though  it  meant  death  in  the  crimson  flood. 

Here  unselfish  Wallace  fought  so  bold, 
For  Scotland's  freedom,  her  laws  to  uphold. 
Here  Bruce  and  Douglas  gained  renown 
For  freeing  many  a  captured  town. 

Loch  Lomond's  hills,  its  sheet  of  blue, 
Ben  Nevis'  dour  heights  will  unfold  for  you. 
See  Ayr,  where  Bobbie  plowed  up  the  clay, 
His  verse  gives  thousands  joy  this  very  day. 

See  Isle  of  Skye,  home  for  MacCrimmon  bands 
Who  pipe  wild  battle  cries  in  many  lands. 
Visit  the  cottagers  with  hearts  of  gold, 
Crusty  perhaps,  but  not  chill  or  cold. 

See  where  our  boys,  on  leave  sent  away, 
Were  bid  by  Scots'  hearts  to  rest  and  stay. 
They  brought  back  their  faith  in  frail  mankind, 
'Ere  returning  to  battle,  hell  to  find. 

Visit  Isles  where  fairies  revels  hold, 

In  threshing  gales  their  ancient  tales  unfold; 

Of  ancient  warriors  who  ne'er  find  rest, 

Of  maidens,  haunting  paths  they  love  the  best. 

Of  fighting,  tales  of  slaughter,  clan  by  clan, 
Until  more  sense  was  shown  their  fellow  man. 
Scots  help  the  people  of  the  world  unite, 
Use  energy  in  living,  not  to  fight. 
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